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tory of timepieces of all kinds; he had collected knowledge
of witchcraft, magic and the reading of omens, and was
full of an ingenious theory of the mysteries of Eleusis; he
was a disciple of Mahan and followed the everlasting prob-
lem of sea-power to the Aegean in the fifth century before
Christ, showing what effect the periodic north wind had
had on the fortunes of Greece and so of the world. "If the
Etesians had blown from the south," he exclaimed as a
challenge to argument, "the world might never have been
civilized."

From the naval power of Greece, it was an easy step to
her philosophy, and Lewis wondered whether the conver-
sation had from the outset been led towards it, so willing
was Ramsdell to discuss the opposed ideals of the active
and the contemplative lives. On this subject they fell into
long and tranquil debate. The appearance of the room, the
patter of rain on the windows, faded from Lewis's know-
ledge, and he saw before him nothing but Ramsdell's bony
face and the mingled red and ivory of the pieces on the
chequered board. These seemed to be enclosed in the com-
pass of his argument. They became, not an individual face
and a group of distinguishable chessmen, but the visible
focus of his mind.

The qualities that equipped a man for a life of medita-
tion, Ramsdell was saying, were negative qualities; their
peacefulness was the peace of death; and Lewis, who was
debarred by his own unfaith from using the Christian de-
fence, said that nothing was so vital as thought and nothing
so enduring. "But only if it leads to action," Ramsdell an-
swered, "otherwise it is still-born." It was the orthodox
attack and invited the general answer that all thought had
a continuing effect independent of any action that might
spring from it. As there was a physical air that men breathed
in common, so there was a spiritual air that, in the pro-
cesses of thought, they drew upon and exhaled. Some
thought purified or enriched it; other thought corrupted it;
and in this perpetual struggle there were no divisions of
time or place or language. Action perished; thought did
not.